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to me today even more unjust; or at least one must immediately add
that for Schumann (as for Beethoven and so many others) that was
not the question. It was enough to praise Chopin's originality; why do
so at the expense of Schumann?
23  December
The exquisite Marie-Therese is helping me to put some order into
my library. How many books I do not use and shall never use! I should
bless the fire that would deliver me from their dreadful congestion.
There are very few things, truly, which I cherish. Only I do not
know how to get rid of them decently; and it is sometimes merely to
leave them that I go away on a trip.
24 December
I am reading with very great interest Jean Rostand's book on
Uttat present du transformisme.10* If I noted here all my readings, I
ought also to speak of Sartiaux's Joseph Turmel, in which most re-
markable pages (94J0F.) on falsehood, which confirm in every regard
my opinion and what I have often noted: the love of Truth (I mean
historical Truth) belongs to Protestants and Jews; it is but very rarely
found among Catholics. The explanation Sartiaux gives of this is excel-
lent I had not thought of this:
'When God in person on Mount Sinai solemnly dictated to his
people the precepts of the Law, which remained the foundations of
moral theology in the Church, he did not say to them: Thou shalt not
lie. . , . Falsehood figures only in the ninth commandment . . . and
in a very limited form: *thou shalt not bear false witness against thy
neighbor/ Falsehood is not counted among the capital sins (that is, in
the etymological sense, among those which are the source of all the
others); it is not considered in itself as a grievous sin/' etc., etc.
One would have to copy out the whole passage.
"What constitutes for the Church the gravity of falsehood is not
essentially the fact of lying; it is its evil effects on faith and charity."
With Roger Martin du Card I can let myself go and be natural.
There is no one today whose presence i$ a greater comfort and conso-
lation to me. With him I never feel that I am wasting my time; our
conversation never seems to me idle.
I take him to task in regard to certain assertions or insinuations of
Un Taciturne. When he makes his Wanda exclaim: "How disgusting!"
at the mere idea of possible carnal relations with Thierry, the public,
not satisfied with deducing that her inclination is directed perhaps ex-
dusively toward women, may see in this outburst an instinctive, spon-
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